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The Set Up 


Author's Notes: 
This story has taken me out of my comfort zone, writing about characters and subjects that aren't typically 
in my wheelhouse. But, | enjoyed the writing experience, and hope that my friend, who often inspires me to 


continually improve my writing, enjoys it as well. 


*| had hoped to have it completed before the Ficmas deadline, but try as | might, it didn't happen. So there will 


be a second chapter forthcoming. 


Nikki stepped out of the shuttle and dragged his tired ass towards the hotel doors. It was mid-morning of the 
second day of the Moscow Peace Festival. The concert would be starting in a few short hours for the opening 
bands, and after staying up late the night before, and doing press in the morning with Vince, all Nikki wanted to 
do was lay down for a well-needed nap before they had to be back to the concert stadium for their set. 


That was his plan until he spotted Tommy standing in a nearby service alley for the hotel, smoking the hell out 


of a cigarette while frantically pacing. He approached the drummer. 


"Sup, Tom?" Nikki questioned. 
Tommy looked up from the ground and tossed his stub into the gravel. "Nothing, man. Just blowing off steam." 


"Someone giving you a hard time about yesterday's backstage antics?" Nikki asked, referring to Tommy's 


physical assault toward their former manager, Doc, for showing favoritism to Bon Jovi, who he also managed. 
"Nah... | mean, people have been saying shit, and I'm still pissed about the whole thing, but it's not Doc." 
"Then what is it?" 


"Well, later in the night, after the jam and everybody was mingling, | spotted my wife talking to Jon and Richie 
while | was hanging with some of the other guys." 


"So? As much as it's a bitter pill to swallow, a lot of fucking chicks wanna meet those guys. Brandi even wants 
to. Its just a thing. | wouldn't get all bent over it. Even though | wouldn't mind slamming their heads together, 
like two exploding cantaloupes, for entertainment," Nikki chuckled, a hand gesture of colliding fists included. 


"I know, but they were looking over towards me... like all smug and shit. And Heather's like giggling and having a 
grand old time. So | went over to them." 


"Don't tell me you threw another punch." 


Tommy shook his head. "No, | just slid my arm around my wife's waist, pulled her up to my side, and asked 
whose dick Jon was sucking to get preferential treatment. Then as Jon starts scoffing, Heather says, ‘Aw, dont 
be a sourpuss, baby. Jon and Richie didnt do anything wrong.. it was your manager’ So | backed up a step and 
looked at her, with her flushed cheeks... the way she said Jon and Richie... Richie," Tommy repeats the name in 


a sneering, mocking tone while shimmying his shoulders. 


Nikki let off a bored sigh, and with a toss of his hand said, "So... it's the next day, and you're still stewing? 


Where's Heather now?" 

"The hell | know. | called her out last night when we got back to our room, and she's being all pissy, like I'm the 
one who did something wrong. She's off somewhere, | think with your fucking girlfriend, and we have press 
Together in thirty minutes.” 

"Then fucking go without her. My leading lady wasn't invited to my press session Fuck that shit” 


Tommy snickered. "Yeah, because your girlfriend's profession is taboo in this land. My wife has got a fan club 


here." 


"Whatever, baby. I'm sure it was nothing. We just gotta get through this day, and then get our asses home 
and away from this bullshit crowd of people." 


"| guess," Tommy brooded. 


"Look, | was gonna head inside and hit the hay for a little while, but if you need me to do or say anything, 


now's the time to let me know." 


"Nah, it just pisses me off. | mean, what the fuck with my wife? Like she was carousing with the enemy," 
Tommy bitched, lighting another smoke. 


"You better quell that shit," Nikki warned, craning his neck to look around for watchful eyes on Tommy who 
was blatantly showing off his coveted contraband. "Them comrades are either going to hit you up for a trade 


or confiscate them." 
"Not if | smoke ‘em all right now," Tommy smirked. 
Nikki smiled in return and held Tommy's chin in his hand. "You good?" 


"Ill get over it," he replied, puffs of smoke escaping from between his teeth as the cigarette hung between his 
lips without the aid of a hand. But so help me if she dares to even mention Bon Jovi during our interview." 


"As | said before, lets just get through this day and get the fuck home. | know exactly what my baby boy 


needs." 


"Daddy knows best," Tommy replied, pulling the cigarette away and wetting his lips. He leaned forward ever so 
slightly, as to connect them with Nikki's pout. 


"Not here. Home,” Nikki smiled with a wink. "See ya later." 
"Kay... you're killing me though." 
‘Feel that ache, baby. Later." 


Nikki smiled as he entered the hotel lobby. Yeah, he and Tommy had been secretly fulfilling each other on and 
off for a few years. It started somewhat innocently one night during a drug-fueled bender but eventually 
turned into a thing that only the other was able to render. A need for controlled savagery through calculated 
sexual activity. Not all of their trysts were brutal. Some were just pure fun and some were to just satisfy 
that ache that every virile man suffered daily. But when the time and the place were of no consequence, they 
got busy helping each other satisfy those deep cravings that restored the soul. Tommy was always on the 
receiving end of those sessions, desiring that need to feel grounded and wanted. Nikki LOVED being on the 
bestowing end.. the dominator. Control, power, appreciation, and adoration were the feelings that empowered 


him. 


So that whole fiasco with their former manager was the perfect excuse to get the hell home faster. In the 
meantime, his hotel bed was beckoning him for a long, well-deserved nap before the evening's jammed-packed 
festivities. And if he was lucky, his Playmate girlfriend would return to the hotel from her daytime excursion 
for a nice fuck before leaving for the stadium. 


Nikki stepped onto the sketchy elevator. The doors wobbled shut, and he flexed his back to stretch out some 
worn muscles, followed by a yawn. The chime sounded when the car reached his floor and the steel door 
parted to let him off. He yawned again as he walked down the long hallway towards his room. Things were 
much quieter than they were just eight hours earlier. There were some indistinguishable voices carrying 
through the halls in the other direction, as well as some thumps, the sound of doors closing, and the elevator 
bumping around again. Just enough noise to penetrate the thin walls of his room to either lull him to sleep or 
keep him awake, depending on how cozy he felt in his meager offering of the bed in that Russian five-star 
hotel. There were better offerings at some of the hourly-rate hotels back in Los Angeles. 


The sound of lively voices picked up again as he neared what he remembered to be Richie Sambora's room. 
Curious, he quietly put his ear to the door to either confirm or dismiss his conclusion It was him, and there 


was another person in there with him... a guy. His best guess was that it was Jon. 


Assholes.. he thought to himself as he began to step away to continue on his journey toward his much desired 


escape to dreamland when Tommy's conversation was inconveniently revived in his head. 

Smug looks.. 

She was carousing with the enemy... 

Riche... Richie... That sneering voice of his best buddy channeling through his mind. 

With those thoughts of Tommy's troubles swirling around, he suddenly thought that it would be a keen idea to 
pay them a litle visit to give them the what-for. And the next thing he knew, before he could talk himself out 
of it, he was pounding on the door, despite the fact that his spent body was protesting this pointless delay to 
fall into bed. 

"Who is it?" Richie's voice called out, with disdain 


"Sixx... Open up." 


He could hear a kerfuffle behind the door along with some low-level swearing and muffled conversation steeped 


with a tone of irritation. 


"Hold onl!" Jon blared. 


It is Jon. Fuck buddies.. Nikki confirmed in his head, as a smirk formed on his face. Gotcha, douchebags.. he 
mocked, delighted by his novice sleuthing skills. 


A moment later, Nikki heard the latches on the door being unfettered before it creaked open a few inches. 
"What do you want," Jon asked through the narrow crack. 

"Do you have a minute?" 

"Not really." 


Nikki blew a charge of steam out of his nose. "Listen, | got a fucking bone to pick, and now seems as good as a 


time as any.” 
Jon clenched his jaw and without a word, stepped back and opened the door further. 
Nikki stepped in, getting an eyeful of Jon, looking him up and down, as the singer stood there bare-chested. 


"What's the problem, Nikki?" 


As the door clicked shut, the Motley Crue bassist revealed his lopsided grin upon noticing that Jon had missed 
a button on his button-fly jeans. The top one unfastened? That could simply be to accommodate for an 
overstuffed belly. But that wasn't the one, it was the second notch that was left undone... veeery suspicious. 


"Where's Richie?" 


"He had to use the bathroom. What is it that you want?" Jon questioned, clearly irritated. "If this is about 
fucking Doc, | don't give a shit about what happened. And frankly, we have nothing to do with the whole thing.” 


"This isn't about that loaded windbag. | just wanna warn you that you better stay in your own damn lane." 


"What the hell does that even refer to? I've not said even one word to your centerfold girlfriend," Jon replied. 
He then looked Nikki squarely in the eye with a snarky smirk. "You know, she does have a real nice rack though. 
Firm. Maybe it's even kind of a shame that we can all identify her by her snatch... takes away from your 
exclusivity with her.. wouldn't you say? We all get a little slice of the pie, visually." 


Nikki, without hesitation, pinned Jon up against the wall by his neck. But before he could take any further 
action, Richie stepped out of the bathroom and grabbed Nikki's forearm in an attempt to break the chokehold. 


"Take your fucking hand off of him," Richie growled. "You're on our turf. Either say what you came to say, or 
get the fuck out." 


Nikki loosened his hold on Jon's windpipe, turning his attention to the one that Tommy seemed to have taken 
issue with the most. Riche. It took no time for Nikki to notice that the guitarist had only a fitted, black v-neck 
tee shirt on and underwear.. no pants. Nikki surmised that he emerged prematurely from the bathroom in 
order to valiantly rescue his wimpy lover from certain death before he had a chance to slip his pants back on. 
He looked back at Jon's topless body, then back to Richie's nearly bottomless body. That crooked smile returned 
as he completely let go of Jon and took a step back. Caught.. red-handed This put him in a powerful position 
despite the fact he was outnumbered. 


Nikki directed a retort towards Jon. "At least my girlfriend has tits that | can find" 


Jon moved to lurch towards Nikki until Richie's large hand pressed him back. “Enough! | don't think that you 


came here to insult Jon's wife, so either spill it, or I'm going to put your ass through the door.” 
"You couldn't even put my mama through the door." 


"Don't be too sure. The walls and fixtures here are made from some weak-ass shit that even Dot could kick 


your fucking ass through the wall for that comment you made," Jon threatened. 


"Right, Jonny," Nikki patronized. "Actually, the reason I'm here is because of someone's wife. You keep your 
distance from Heather, or there's gonna be trouble." 


"Awww, is Tommy fweeling thweatened?" Richie sneered. 
"As | said earlier... stay in your own lane. This is your only warning." 


It might do you good to know that | didn't step into her lane. She moved into mine," Richie revealed, with a 
snarky pop of his brows. "Tell that to your boy." 


Nikki flexed his jaw, at a loss for a quick come back, as he didn't expect to hear that bit of news. "It's not my 
business to tell him shit." 


"But apparently its your business to pick his battles? Why the fuck are you even here? You said your peace, | 


responded, now it's time to be on your way like a good soldier." 


"Fine." Nikki's smile returned. "I'll let you two get back to your activities. By the way Jon, you missed a button," 
Nikki grinned, biting on the tip of his tongue to control his laugh, feeling vindicated for outing them, while he 
pointed to the evidence. "| wonder what Dot would think about that. Where is she?" 


Richie aggressively pushed Nikki against the wall, who seemed unfazed by the combative action. The smile 


remained on his face, as he straightened himself back up. 


"She's in my room, dickhead. And two can play at this game.. everyone knows you and Tommy get it on. | 


wonder what Heather would think about that?! Jon retorted. 


"Nice try, but that's just unfounded, tired old rumors. Unlike the dirt | have on you." 


"Lemme Tell you something," Richie said. "Our fans are fiercely loyal to us. No rumors, even with your so- 
called evidence, are going to scare them off. Now.. your fans, on the other hand, metalheads, tough guys, and 
hungry sluts aren't going to appreciate ya'll so well, should those rumors conveniently resurface about what 


the Terror Twins actually do together." 


Nikki pursed his lips in response, showing his irritation, while his overly-tired brain made a weak effort to 


search through his inner-Rolodex of smart quips for a snarky comeback. 
Jon smiled. "Look at him. He can't even defend that. You just unknowingly let the cat out of the bag, buddy." 


Nikki gave Jon a violent shove, causing him to stumble backward, landing him on his ass, then set his sight on 


Richie, ready to brawl. 


As he raised his clenched fist, Richie swiftly intercepted his swing by grabbing his wrist, then using his tall 
frame to force the exhausted bass player up against the wall in a chokehold with his other hand. He drew his 
face close to Nikki's, nearly nose to nose. "Put your hands on him again, and I'll fucking gut you." 


Jon got himself back on his feet and reached for his pocket knife clipped to the waistline of his jeans to 
enforce that threat. He drew near too, flashing the open blade in front of Nikki. "I would have thought that you 


were the dominant one, but look at you now... submissive as all fuck" 


Nikki struggled to break Richie's hold on him and perhaps would have been successful if Jon hadn't moved the 
blade to the underside of his chin, above Richie's hand. 


"I think we got you, cocksucker," Richie mocked. 


"You don't have shit, except attempted murder on your hands," Nikki said, keeping his head steady against the 
wall, accidentally letting a small whimper escape. He clenched his jaw when he heard it swirl around for a 
moment in the space between them before it dissipated into the air. That minor infraction was enough to signal 
that he was weakening. He thought that maybe he should be brutishly angry or maybe even afraid, but his 
fatique was working against his overwise sharp reflexes and keen senses. Plus, there was an invisible aura of 
delicious masculinity steadily rolling off of Richie, who stood toe to toe with him. He smelled incredibly good. 
And that fitted v-neck that accentuated his toned torso was making the hair on the back of his own neck 
stand tall, as that and Richie's face were the only things visible in his limited field of vision at that moment. 
And that knife was actually more of a turn-on than anything, as knife-play was sometimes a thing that he and 
Tommy toyed around with. He was softening under Richie's firm grip while his own cock was betraying him, 


siding with the enemy. He was fucked. 


Richie would have been remiss to have not noticed Nikki's aggression easing up, not to mention that revealing 
whimper that he let slip out a moment earlier. He would have also been lying to himself if he had denied that 
the newly toned and rebuilt Motley Crue bass player was putting a shiver up his spine. He took his steely gaze 
off of Nikki for a moment to look at Jon, who grinned like the devil, licking his top lip as he held that cold steel 
against Nikki's heated skin. 


Jon had that scheming look in his eyes, a mixture of determination and a willingness to play the game. The 
question was, was Nikki willing to play? To Richie, the rumors about the Terror Twins were more than just 
that. He saw Tommy's hand covertly graze Nikki's leathered ass last night when the drummer approached him 
from behind at the buffet table. He also took note of the look in Nikki's eyes every time Tommy barreled up 
and down the aisle of the airplane to socialize with different people. Tommy was figuratively tethered to those 
sea-green watchdogs. being skillfully observed. Were they serious with each other, like he and John were, or 


could Nikki play the field? 


There was much to consider, as Richie's hand grew sweaty as it held Nikki captive. He had to make a decision 
Injure him, let him go, or test the waters. He glanced at Jon again His cub was ready for something naughty. 
How could he let him down? He decided to take the risk for Jon Besides, his grip was quite relaxed at that 
moment, and Nikki made no moves to escape or turn the tables. He knew the bassist was not one to fear a 
fight, yet that fighting spirit had quietly slipped away... reducing him to malleable putty. It was then that Richie 


glanced down and saw that Nikki's venom moved south into his pants. 


Richie firmed up his grip again, knocking the back of Nikki's head into the wall. He didn't flinch, despite the fact 
that the movement could have caused his skin to meet the blade more intimately. To reduce the risk of 
accidental injury, the guitarist let go of Nikki's wrist then plucked the knife from Jon's hand. He could adjust 
the knife more easily against his own moves than Jon, who could only predict his moves and adjust accordingly, 


but perhaps not successfully. 


He returned the knife to Nikki's throat. "I could make you choke on your own blood with just the slightest flick 


of my wrist." 


Nikki closed his eyes and tilted his chin up higher to expose his neck more overtly. A calculated challenge or an 
invitation? 


Richie glanced at Jon again, who was watching carefully with great anticipation, a slight part on his lips. 
Although they've talked about having a threesome someday, it had yet to happen. And Richie wasn't clear on 
how Jon would react to watching a sexual advance on the man who was in his grip. Talking about it was one 
thing. Witnessing was another. He tried to think about how'd he would have felt if Jon was the one to make the 
advance, when a sudden rush of blood and hormones traveled at the speed of light to his clothed groin. Fucking 
hot, was what came to mind. It would be fucking hot. With determination, he decided that he'd take the risk of 
the initial move, but this would ultimately be Jon's to handle and direct. Something a little different for his 
obedient subject to tackle. 


Taking his hand off of Nikki's neck, Richie grabbed a handful of his full, dark locks near his crown and pulled it 
back towards the wall, continuing to expose his vulnerable neck. "| hear that you like blades, Sixx. Do you like 
this one?" he asked as he pressed the edge into the sensitive flesh of his throat with calculated precision.. just 


enough to invoke a sting and leave behind a thin ruby-colored line as a souvenir. 
Nikki let out a quiet gasp. 


"I'd keep very still | wouldn't dare swallow your growing pocket of drool if | were you. That movement of your 


Adam's apple from a simple swallow could be enough to sever something larger than a surface capillary." 


Nikki closed his eyes and steadied his breathing, making no effort to remove the knife away from his throat, 
despite having the full use of both hands returned to him. 


"Jon's knife isn't going anywhere. It's solid right where it sits. It might do you well to just let your drool run 
down your chin," Richie warned, as he stood in that sturdy position, a smug look dominating his face. He pushed 
the knife inward just ever so slightly to see if he could get Nikki to leak saliva 


He was met with success as one bead of blood spread over and marred the mirror finish of the blade, while 
glistening streams of drool breached the corners of his lips and fell downward, pooling as droplets on the edge 


of his angular jaw. 


Richie dropped the knife and without warning leaned in to catch the drops on his tongue, licking the bass 
player's shapely chin clean. And so it began... 


The Rules 


Author's Notes: 
I'm taking longer to complete this story than | thought. Again, I'm not in my wheel house. So, here's a little 
filler chapter before the good stuff. Its coming... | got it all planned out. 


Jon's eyes widened as he watched his partner run his open mouth and succulent tongue all over Nikki's wet 


skin, who finally dared to let out another whimper... actually the whimper was just south of a moan. 


Richie finished up his lapping session then held Nikki's jaw firmly in his hand. "Your tenacity is impressive, Sixx. | 
can tell that its not your first rodeo. But, too bad around here, you'll be nothing more than our unfortunate 


zhopa," Richie grinned. 


Jon bit his lip to stifle a laugh. They learned that word from a chatty Russian officer at the after party from 
the night prior. Ass. He watched Nikki's reaction, knowing that the bass player wasn't stupid and was well aware 


that he was on the receiving end of an insult, but he kept his exterior facade as cool as steel. 


"So now begs the question" Richie paused as he fixed his eyes hard on Nikki, and with a tilt of his head, he 
asked, "Are you game.. Zhopa?" 


Jon's core crawled with nervous expectancy during what was actually just mere seconds, but it felt more like 
lengthy minutes as they awaited Nikki's reply. And before Jon could dart his tongue out to moisten his dried up 
lips, Nikki dropped down to his knees and lowered his head. 


The singer thought that he just might burst from the excitement and was on the verge of letting out a 
celebratory whoop, but caught himself before he birthed it. He was still Richie's subject for the afternoon, as 
agreed. And a juvenile reaction like that would have resulted in a loss of privileges, or maybe even something 


more severe. 


As his partner stood before Nikki, running his hand somewhat aggressively through the bassist's hair, he let 
out a hearty exhale to quell his jubilation, But was quickly startled, not to mention shocked to hear what came 
out of Richie's mouth next. 


"This zhopa is for your taking, Jonny." 


Jon's eyes widened, then just as quickly narrowed, as he pointed to himself in question, for clarity. 


"Yes... you. Let me lay out the rules first, then you will call the shots, my cub." 


"Yes, sir," Jon affirmed. His head suddenly became flooded with ideas and fantasies. Too many to begin to 
formulate a plan, as his other head was protesting for more elbow room, unhappily jailed within the confines of 
his pants. 


While Jon tried to rein in his rowdy hormones, dropping to a new level of school-boy immaturity, Richie 
abruptly reclaimed a massive bushel of Nikki's hair and yanked it hard enough to signal that he needed to 


move his ass over towards one of the single beds in the room. 


"Get on.. lay on your back," the guitarist motioned with his hand. 


Nikki sat down on the edge of the bed and reached to pull one of his boots off, when suddenly his head was 
yanked up by his hair, and the back of Richie's hand skidded across his cheek in a blur. 


"Who told you to take off your shoes?" 


Nikki closed his eyes and pulled his bottom lip in, mostly likely grieving his misstep, then laid back on the bed as 
he was commanded to do. 


"You're not as quick on the uptake as | thought," Richie sneered, he pushed Nikki's legs open to the point each 
one was hanging off of the side of the single bed. 


Seeming satisfied with the position, he hoisted himself onto the bed to straddle Nikki's hips. Jon watched as 

Richie put his fingers into Nikki's hair that flanked both sides of his face, then gave the ends a playful tug 

before letting go to lay prone on top of Nikki. He folded his arms on the bass player's collarbone to prop his 
chin up on, So that they could lie face to face. 


Jon noticed that subtle twitch near Richie's mouth that was always a dead giveaway to him that his partner 
was highly turned on, but stifling his urges in order to keep his cool cat composure, something that Richie had 
mastered. And he also noticed that the reason for the twitch was because his and Nikki's cloth-covered 
erections were pressed up against each other's, as Richie's legs laid comfortable between the submissive one's 


spread open legs. 


It's easy to tell that you're familiar with sub and dom playtime. However, it's intriguing to me to find you so 
compliant. Something tells me this role is new for you. Is it, Zopha?" Richie asked. 


"Yes," Nikki replied, along with a slight shrug. 


Richie used his hands as leverage to sit upright again so that he could bestow another smack across Nikki's 
face. "You address me as Sir for the time being, and | don't take well to uncertainties, like a shrug. Its either 


yes or no with me. Jon may allow you to play in the middle, but | wont." 


"Yes, Sir," Nikki corrected himself. 


"Better... Now I'm going to lay down our rules. When I'm finished, you will be given the choice to decline the 
invitation for playtime, and leave. If you decline, you will be granted our solemn word that all that's happened 
behind this closed door will stay only between us, and will never be used against you. And you will be free to 
pick up and leave with no further consequence. Or you accept the rules at which playtime will start 
immediately. Should you choose to remain, the same applies. All activity will stay only between us, and wil 
never be used against you. However, if the outcome is favorable among us all, we would like to have the 


permission to contact you for future possibilities." 


"Yes, Sir. I'm ready to hear your rules." 


"Jonny, come here, and sit on the floor at the side of the bed" 


"Yes, Sir," he replied, as he approached, then kneeled beside them on the floor. 


Richie reached over to run his hand through his hair, and then abruptly grabbed a wad of it. "You know that | 
don't like hairspray," he growled, while pulling quite forcefully. 


‘lm sorry, Sir. | had press this morning. Nikki has hairspray too." Jon wished he could immediately stuff that 
last bit back into his mouth. He didn't know what made him say it, except that he was suddenly feeling way too 
vulnerable in front of Nikki Sixx, someone who was in his top five of rivals in the industry of people who 
commanded attention and got plenty of it. Yet there he was, relegated to the floor, kneeling and waiting right 
beside him, while his dom sat high and mighty running his hands through Nikki's hair. He took no issue with his 
hairspray, plus not to mention he was rubbing crotches with the subject, while he himself sat on a cold tiled 


floor. 


"Is this going to be a problem, cub?" Richie seethed, aggressively shaking Jon's head around by that handful of 


hair. 


"No, Sir," Jon swallowed hard, tears stinging his eyes as his scalp burned from the pull. "I'm sorry." 


"This zhopa is our guest, and some of the rules will not apply. Is that understood?" 


"Yes, Sir," Jon murmured. 


Richie let go of his hair with a little shove, and then turned his attention back to Nikki. 


"Let's get on with it. So Zhopa.. I've decided that you will be Jon's subject for today. But to be clear, Jon has 
already agreed to be mine for the day, so both you and Jon are under my dominion However, | will only 
intervene as needed, and will make myself available to assist. That said, since we're here in Russia, Jon is your 
Dictator, and you will refer to him as such. And both of you will refer to me as Tsar. Is that clear? 


"Yes, Tsar," Nikki replied, first. 


Richie turned his attention to Jon awaiting a response. 


"Yes, Tsar," the singer agreed. 


"Excellent, my subjects. Now... | know you know about safe words, Zhopa. Yours today will be pussy. And that 
refers neither to the feline nor the female. It's what you are. Jonny, your safe word for today is war and 


mine is peace... keeping in theme. 


"Yes, Tsar," Nikki said. 


"Good, Zhopa," Richie said, as he laid back down on Nikki in that prior position He ran his fingers through the 
bassist's hair with one hand, which wasn't as tangled and sticky as Jon's heavily hairsprayed tresses. He then 
latched onto the rear of Nikki's jaw where it met his ear, sucking and licking. Nikki tensed up and let out 


another slight moan. 


"Control yourself, Zhopa," Richie warned, as he continued the assault on that sensitive area. 


Jon dared to lift an eye, peeking at the unlikely couple through tangled bangs which shielded his eyes from 
Richie's lofty view. A surge of jealousy ran through, striking his tender heart with nasty jolt. He looked backed 
down and very quietly let out a calming exhale. He reminded himself that this set up wasn't for Nikki, and 
maybe not even for Richie. Jon was the one who first brought up the idea of a third party, and he knew that 
Nikki was being prepped as a gift for him. That latchy kiss, probably intended as a reward for his obedience. A 
taste of something good, just in case the Motley Crue bassist was having second thoughts after being 
degraded numerous times already. 


"Now, I'm sure that you're familiar with what a safe word is. But just in case your rules are different, around 
here you're urged to use your safe word without penalty under any of these conditions. One, the pain or 
discomfort becomes too much to bear. Two, you're not comfortable or willing to participate in an action. Or 
three, you need a moment to catch your breath or rest. If a safe word is called out, the action will stop 
immediately, and the participant will have permission to speak. Once the reason for stopping has been 
determined, we will cease, take a break, or simply move on to a different action. To show me that you 
understand and agree, Zhopa, tell me what your safe word is." 


"My safe word is pussy, Tsar." 


"Jon?" 


"War, Tsar" 


A satisfying smile spread across Richie's face. "There's one more aspect to discuss. Our playtime is not meant 
to cause malicious harm. | do believe that we are all aware of the benefits of such activities for both the dom 
and the sub.. and the dom-sub," Richie said, giving Jon's hair a playful tug. "That said, Zhopa, | need to ask you 


if you've been on the submissive end before?" 


"No, Tsar. Only with casual play. During structured play, I've never been the subject," Nikki replied, with an 
evident gulp. 


‘lm leaving it up to my cub to decide what to do with you, but you can be assured that | will be monitoring 
and gauging the actions for safety. We're also aware that you have a girlfriend and a partner-in-crime. The 
same considerations will be given to you, as they are for Jon in regard to his wife. There will be no intentional 
marks bestowed for the purpose of sabotaging your relationships or scarring your body. However, marks and 
wounds can and probably will occur without ill intent. So if you agree to participate, you agree to accept the 
liability and risk of all potential marks, wounds, and scars, and it's then up to you to figure out a way to 


explain them." 


"| understand, Tsar." 


| know that there's a show later. | saw your stage wear, and | would like to take a moment to remind Jonny to 


take into consideration that your chest, arms and shoulders will be exposed. 


"Yes, Sir.. | mean Tsar. | will keep that in mind," Jon responded. He completely understood the risk of coming 
away from playtime with welts and scratches, then having to face his wife. The tales he had to spin to explain 
the marks have been borderline crackpot at times, but so far he had been able to keep up the charade. The 
hickeys were the worst. There was no dancing around those, and usually the ruse was that it was from some 
rabid fan who just wouldn't let go. One time he dared to mention that one was from Richie goofing around, just 


to gauge Dot's reaction To say she wasn't amused, would have been putting it lightly. 


As much as Nikki wasn't his favorite person on the planet, they once had a respectable friendship going for 
them. He heeded that enough to not intentionally put Nikki in a compromised position with his girlfriend, or 
Tommy. Even though Nikki was devilishly sexy and looked good enough to eat, hickeys would be off the table. 


Well, maybe it would depend.. perhaps he'd discover a private place to leave his mark behind on the beast. 


| have one more question for you... Nikki. And you can answer freely. Why? Why are you here? Our bands 
once had an amicable friendship, and for whatever reason, it doesn't feel that way anymore. That was evident 
even before yesterday's events. | wanna know your intentions.. because if it's not for your strictly pleasure, 


you can get the fuck out now," Richie pointedly asked. 


Jon saw the look on Nikki's face, having been put on the spot. It was obvious he was trying to figure out how 
to word whatever it was that he wanted to say. 


Nikki shook his head. "Its a struggle, and a lot harder than | thought it would be. l.. um, I'm still trying to get 
used to being sober. It's damn hard to be here among everyone.. the plane ride.. fuck," Nikki exhaled rubbing 


his hand over his face. "| need a distraction" 


"You got your girlfriend,” Richie replied. 


"She's not enough. | need a substitute.. something that's gonna make me feel satisfied beyond the calling of the 
temptations." 


"Why not call on Tommy?" 


"The same reason that you're not doing this is Jon's room," Nikki responded. 


"The wives," Richie filled in the blank, with a nod of his head. "Why haven't you ever switched with Tommy?" 


"We're comfortable in our roles... and maybe because | need control." 


"Do you really have the control?" Richie questioned. 


| know it's a false front, but it feels like I'm acting the part of the controller even though he has the power 


to demote me at any time." 


"Who has the power here?" 


"| don't know, Tsar." 


"You do know. Why don't you claim it if you want it so much?" 


"| do, but lm battling right now, and | need this. Treat me like I'm powerless, it's part of the twelve steps. 
Remind me that I'm not in control of those things that are stronger than me. | need this distraction. You 


unexpectedly drew me in. | just need this." 


"Pussy... don't forget that" 


"| won't, Tsar." 


"Fair enough," Richie said, seemingly satisfied with Nikki's response, and sealing the deal with a firm kiss on the 


lips. 


Richie looked towards his cub. "Jon, you already agreed to my terms. Do you still agree under these new 


circumstances? And | want you to think about this for a good moment." 


Jon knew what Richie meant by that. Involving Nikki meant involving emotions that weren't typically part of 
what they did together. Jealousy was the obvious interloper into this game. But how much, if any, restraint 


should have been used when it came to expressing enjoyment? 


Jon licked his lips with nervous anticipation "Yes, Tsar, | agree to the new terms." 


"Zhopa? It's your turn now. Accept or decline? Remember what | said, you're either free to leave or we start 


right now." 


| agree, Tsar," Nikki said with a hint of nerves making the presence known. 


Richie tightly fisted a chunk of his black hair. "And.. who else?" 


"Dictator... | agree," Nikki added. 


Richie smiled, then leaned in to leave a one last teasing kiss on Nikki's lips. "He's all yours, cub," he said, as he 
dismounted the bass player, but not before giving his thigh a resounding slap. 


"Permission to stand, Tsar," Jon asked, unsure how much freedom Richie would allow him. 


The guitarist stood and held his hand out to help Jon to his feet. "Take him, baby. Enjoy. l'm here to help, 
participate if you want me in the mix, and to make sure everyone stays safe." He placed a lasting kiss on Jon's 


lips before letting go. 


Jon felt certain with that kiss that Richie was giving him complete charge of Nikki, to the point where he no 
longer had to ask permission to make moves. If not, he'd find out very shortly, as the singer tried to put his 
ideas in order. And that most certainly included Richie. The number reason to even have Nikki in that hotel 
room was to do something involving all three of them. That was the biggest turn-on for Jon. 


He took a deep breath, then finally let out his first command. "Zhopa, sit up and remove your boots and socks, 


then stand up and undress. Take it all off except for your underwear and that scarf around your neck." 


"Dictator, | must inform you that | do not have underwear on today." 


Jon felt the temperature in the room rise about ten degrees in a matter of seconds. Control yourself, idiot, he 
told himself. He dared not to look at Richie, who stood back casually against the wall for the time being. He 


already knew that Richie could sense his growing eagerness. 


"Looks like we have a little whore on our hands," Jon exclaimed. "Remove it all, leaving just the scarf." 


Nikki quickly lost his boots and socks and was already standing tugging his jean jacket off, followed by his t- 
shirt. 


Jon felt a swirl of excitement whip around in his gut when Nikki placed his hand on his belt, unlatching it 
quickly, then letting down his fly open. Jon felt that he might just pass out, Nikki was tanned, toned, and half 
covered in fresh ink on his upper half. That alone was enough to cause discomfort in his own jeans. The only 
reason they were on was because of that knock on the door. Other plans were about to unfold in just mere 
moments from the time that knock came. And now, here they were about fifteen minutes later on a 


completely different course. 


Nikki unfastened his black, denim jeans and held them by the hem for a few seconds of hang time before 


finally pulling them down, and removing them completely. 


All Jon could do at that moment was undo the rest of the buttons on his fly to allow himself a little more 


breathing room as he took in the sight before him, as one Italian stallion looked at the other. 


The Action 


Author's Notes: 
| apologize for the long wait for this upload. If you read my stories on other platforms, you know that it's 
uncharacteristic of me to keep readers waiting, | usually update weekly. But, this is more of a side detour, and 


again not in my comfort zone, so things are taking a little longer. 


Of course, | originally thought that this story would be a quick one and done. But it's very typical of me to 
misjudge the length of a finished story. | generally wind up doubling or tripling what | planned. There will be one 
more chapter after this one. l'm pretty certain about that. 


Also, if there's anyone here who isn't familiar with me and my writing, l'm a dedicated Terrorcest writer, and | 
rarely stray from my preferred ship. This is one of those rare times. Don't tell Tommy that Nikki is cheating 
on him. 


Nikki was feeling a mix of emotions, everything from arousal and excitement to humility and the jitters. When 
he woke up that morning, the last thing that he would have ever thought he'd be doing was standing stark 
naked in front of two of his mock adversaries at their mercy. Upon waking up, if he had been given a multiple 
choice to guess which one of three unlikely things he'd be doing later that day, he would have been less 
surprised if he found himself standing in front of an underground Russian firing squad for scandalous behavior 


or singing a duet with surprise guest Dolly Parton to close the show. 


There was no turning back though, and the uneasiness he was feeling about his vulnerability was not 
persuasive enough to edge out the racing thoughts of enticing danger and hot sex. He never actually 
determined that he had any hatred for Jon and Richie, he just found them to be an annoyance in the industry. 
Since they had the same management team, some people felt the need to compare their bands’ popularity, and 
Nikki hated that kind of competitive shit, as if they couldn't both exist and both just do their own very 
different things. 


Sometimes it just made him wish that management would send Bon Jovi on a tour to the dark side of the 
moon and hope that they would not find their way back home. But other than that, there was nothing that 
expressively turned him against Jon and Richie. And he could only assume that they held some of the same 
notions, since they didn't throw him out right away. Instead, there they were on the verge of getting to know 


each other in the most intimate ways. 


As Jon encircled him like prey, Nikki recalled a night when both he and Jon were naked together in the same 
room in a German brothel, but each with a woman. They were equals that night, both with the same goal of 


getting a good lay by a prostitute. But, as Nikki stood still looking down towards the floor, waiting for 
instructions or to just have rough hands laid on him, he knew things would be very different from that 
evening at the brothel. And as much as he wanted to show who the real leader was, and that he could snap 
both of their fucking necks in a milli-second, his cock was signaling for him to stand down, as it stood tall, 
eager for attention. He wanted this, and needed it. 


Even the bottle of vodka that he spied sitting on the table beside the bed, nestled among bottles of water, was 


not what he craved anymore. He needed something more. 


His core temperature suddenly rose to new heights when Jon finally stood in front of him, still with his jeans 
up, and ran the back of his fingers down his newly tattooed right arm. He could feel the singer's warm breath 
cling to his exposed skin. 


"That's some detailed artwork. What are you trying to hide?" Jon asked. 
"Nothing, Dictator." 


"Bullshit," Jon growled, as he abruptly slapped Nikki across the face. "| know you carry secrets. We all do. But 
you're just a little frightened pussy who wants to hide himself away. | wanna see how much of your veneer | 


can strip away, so | can see what you're really made of. Lay down, as you were before." 
Nikki swallowed his pride, and sat back down on the bed, but before he could lay back, Jon interrupted. 


"Tsar, please.. sit behind Zhopa with your back against the headboard.. legs spread so that he can lean back on 


you between them," Jon requested. 


"As | am, Dictator?" Richie confidently asked, arching an eyebrow in question as he presented himself still half 
dressed. 


‘Oh... um, keep the shirt on for now, | guess. But free yourself below," he replied, with a detectable weakening in 
his tone. 


Nikki bit his tongue and kept his gaze on the floor. He'd have been remiss not to notice Jon's own nerves 
short-circuiting when it came to what he assumed was a switch from his typical role. That actually helped 
boost his own confidence to take on his new position. Jon was also out of his element. They could travel the 


new road together, knowing the other was an ace of the craft when in their usual roles. 


Richie quickly removed his black bikini briefs and got himself situated on the bed, which was then Nikki's cue to 
lean back on him. The bass player didn't dare to crane his neck to feast his eyes on Richie's firm offering 
before settling in between his legs, faced away. But he could feel what he hungered to see, ardently pressing 
into the small of his back. How he would have wished that he could have scooted himself in reverse a few 
inches, lifted himself up, then settled back down on that sizable protrusion that obviously was seeking some 


sort of attention too, given its unyielding pressure against his skin. 


"Go ahead, Zhopa, lean your head back on the Tsar's shoulder. Right or left.. that's one thing you can choose," 


Jon instructed. 


Nikki's head naturally fell back onto Richie's left shoulder, delightfully taken in by his scent again. He positioned 
his forehead against the guitarist's jawline and let it rest there, not daring to move it again, even to get a 


better look at Jon as he finally made the decision to lose his pants. 


He let out a shaky breath, as he took in Jon's fully naked body. Smaller frame, but impeccably toned and 
sculpted. While his cock was not comparable to Tommy's, nor what he suspected Richie's to be based on what 
he was feeling behind him, it suited the shorter man perfectly. Sturdy and large enough to fulfill the type of 
satisfaction he desired. Maybe much like his own offering. Nikki was not a lightweight in the realm of mighty 
cocks to be had, but he certainly felt that a man of his height and structure deserved more than what was 
assigned to him. 


Jon climbed aboard the small bed. Nikki felt the frame creak. With a combined weight of somewhere in the 
realm of five-hundred pounds between the three men, he could only pray that the structure would hold up, 
especially when things got to shaking, 


Nikki already had his legs open over Richie's, and Jon casually crawled between both sets of legs, facing the 
pair. He arranged himself sloppily, in a way that said, I'm not staying here long. 


‘Its evident that you're ready for me, Zhopa. | know that | just accused you of hiding yourself away, but 
there's no hiding your desire for me, is there?" Jon asked before giving Nikki's erect shaft a firm squeeze. 


Nikki's teeth chattered, as he tried to quell a moan. Not entirely successful, allowing himself a subdued exhale, 


as enticement tingled its way up his spine. 


"That's good, Sixx. The walls are thin in this hotel. We got David next to us on one side, and our old buddy The 
Snake on the other side. That will be one of your challenges today.. keep your filthy mouth quiet and keep 
control of your body," Jon said, as he held Nikki's jaw in his hand. 


"That's right. | can tell you that Davey's girlfriend had three orgasms last night and that her snatch is 
unimaginatively named Muffy," Richie added. 


Nikki saw Jon give Richie one of those are-you-serious looks while trying to stifle a laugh. The guitarist nodded 


in response. 


Jon gave his head a shake, probably to stave off the desire to laugh, then he redirected his attention to Nikki's 
scarf and gave it a flip. "I'll stuff this in your mouth if | need to keep you quiet And who knows, | might not be 


able to hear your safe word." 


Nikki could feel Richie clenching his jaw. They all knew the importance of the safe word, especially for the sub. 
So he could only trust that Jon would know not to deprive him of an escape route. The scarf was lightweight 


and probably easy to yell through. Plus, Richie vowed to keep an eye on the intensity of the situation 

"Cub?" Richie finally questioned. 

"Tsar, if | may.. | trust the Dictator, and your careful monitoring," Nikki interrupted. 

Richie stroked Nikki's hair, "Your safety is a priority. Jonny knows that" 

"Yes, Tsar. | won't endanger our Zhopa," Jon assured. 

Richie nodded in response. And with that, Jon leaned in to take Nikki's lips for the first time, leaving him with a 
soft, teasing kiss. Then reached up to connect with his partner's lips, leaving him with a more tender, lasting 
kiss. 


Jon let out a resolute exhale. "Zhopa, lift your legs up. You can adjust yourself against the Tsar if you need to. 


And Tsar, would you please hook your arms underneath them to hold them back and open for me?" 


As Nikki shifted himself downard slightly, Richie leaned forward to do as Jon asked. "Dictator, you have my 


permission to direct me in how to help you. You don't need to formulate everything into a question” 
"Yes, Tsar," Jon nodded. 


Nikki could only figure that Richie was granting Jon an opportunity to feel more in control, as he could still 
sense trepidation from the singer, as he felt his own muscles being stretched into an open position. It was at 
that moment that he knew that something was about to be inserted into his ass. 


“That's it," Jon smiled. "I can only assume that this asshole is accustomed to being stretched out by your 
partner's legendary cock Let's see just how much you can take," he warned, as he reached over to the side 


table for the gel. Jon glossed up his entire hand, and with no further warning stuck a finger into Nikki's ass. 


Nikki let out a quiet hum, enjoying the initial sensation of being fingered, yet barely even able to register it for 


long before a second finger was inserted. 


"How many fingers do | need before | match your partner?" Jon queried, adding a third one immediately 


following. 


Nikki's mouth fell open, only letting out a slight sound of protest, as there was no time to adjust to the 
stretch. 


"Is this it, Zhopa? Is this what you're used to?" 


"Yes, Dictator... | want.. uh," Nikki dropped his head back into Richie's chest, unable to complete his thoughts, as 
the sting ebbed and the trio of fingers began to feel good. 


"You seem comfortable with three fingers. | was thinking that it's actually a shame that the tools we have to 
use here are extremely limited. But sometimes the best tools are what you already have on hand," Jon 


revealed, working a fourth finger into the already crowded hole. 


Nikki let out a gasp, and gripped Richie's nearby forearms that were steadily holding the bass player's legs 
back and open wide. 


"Look at our Zhopa taking it, Tsar. There's nothing like a slutty bassist to play with," Jon marveled, 


Richie readjusted his grip on Nikki's thighs. "How's my cub treating you, big boy?" he murmured into Nikki's ear. 
"Is it enough for you? Don't think that | can feel you trembling.” 


What Nikki was experiencing with a four-fingered massage was pushing beyonds the limits of his comfort zone. 
But it wasn't the time to be focused on comfort. Yeah, a well fostered prostate orgasm was always a 


welcomed stress reliever, but Nikki was aching for complete abandonment of all of his burdens. 


"M-more, Dictator," Nikki stuttered. 


Jon licked his top lip, then looked to Richie for reassurance before doing or saying anything further. With a 
barely noticeable nod from Richie, Jon refocused on the task before him, assaulting Nikki's ass with four 
fingers, while attempting to push them in deeper, as his fingers began to fold on top of each other. "I'm just 
getting started with this pretty, little ass. What have you been doing to get in shape, Sixx? Squats, cycling, or 
just a hell of a lot of ass fucking? We're gonna show you how it's done.” 


Nikki just let out a stuttering breath in response. 

"You know what | know, Zhopa?" Jon asked. 

"No, Dictator." 

‘| can read your mind. | know what you feel behind you, and | know that you're curious about it," Jon said 
confidently, as he worked to drive his fingers in deep, already past the second knuckle. "You like what you feel 
pressing into your back, don't you?" 


"Yes, Dictator," Nikki whimpered. 


"You're gonna be in for a treat then," the singer revealed, as he removed his fingers from Nikki's ass. He then 


leaned in to examine his handiwork. "It didn't take too much to open up your whore hole" He sat back up 


straight, and reached for more lube, squeezing a generous amount onto his four working fingers and slipped 
them back into Nikki's entrance, smearing the gel around as best he could. "Tsar, you can relax your grip on 


his thighs," the Dictator requested, as he finished with the schmear. 

Nikki let out an exhale once Richie took his grip off of his legs. 

"Enjoy these few seconds of rest. It won't last long. | want you to move back then lift yourself up to lower 
your pathetic hole over the Tsar's royal scepter. Unfortunately for the Tsar, he's not gonna feel a fucking 
thing while being inside your loose slut slot." 

As Nikki placed his hands on the mattress for leverage to lift himself up, Richie quickly ditched his shirt while 
he could. The bassist craned his neck to look behind him for a visual of where to settle himself down. That's 
when Jon grabbed Nikki's scarf and pulled it tight around his neck. 

"You don't get the privilege of seeing it. Do it blindly," Jon commanded, as he let the scarf go, only to lean over 
to untie it. He whipped it off of the bassist's neck, and promptly double wrapped the long scarf tightly over 
Nikki's eves. 


It took Nikki a few tries to line up Richie's erection with himself before feeling the deliciously, robust head 


press on his opening. 
Despite his quips about Nikki's looseness, it was apparent that both the Zhopa and the Tsar could feel the 
intense sensation of the intimate connection by the reactions on both of their faces, and the quiet utterances 


as the bottom settled on the top. 


Jon forcefully pushed Nikki to lean back on Richie's chest again. "Fuck him, Zhopa Move your ass. The Tsar 
isn't there to make you feel good. It's your job to please him. 


Nikki, with his legs still spread over Richie's, dug his heels into the mattress to gain leverage while using his 


arms to assist in the up and down slide against the guitarist's torso. 
At one point, Nikki's heel slipped and skidded off of the edge of the narrow, signal bed. 


Jon gripped his leg by the ankle to reposition it on the mattress, unexpectedly biting him where his ankle sloped 
into the top side of his foot. 


Nikki let out a subdued yelp. 


"You're not controlling yourself very well. And here | am, kindly allowing you to fuck my partner, and you can't 


even listen to instructions," Jon seethed. "Do it again, and you might be bitten somewhere else." 


"I'm sorry, Dictator. It won't happen again." 


Jon sat back for a moment to watch, biting his lip to keep a smile from forming on his face, seemingly proud 
of his commands and snarky responses. He was truly enjoying his power trip while formulating ideas and 
actions in his head. That was until he felt envy creeping up, wrapping itself around his brain bank of stinging 


one-liners and sharp-tongued directives, as he watched his nemesis fuck his lover. 


It was something different to actually see his partner's dick inside of another man's ass. Jon watched a bead 
of sweat roll down Richie's face from his hairline. Sweating was an indication of heat and passion. There was no 


way that he was going to continue to just watch the pair get off on each other. It was time to step things up. 


Jon grabbed hold of the nearby lube again and shined up his own stiff and eager cock. He then reached 
forward and strangled Nikki's neglected stiff piece with his hand, which caused the action to stop. 


"You had your fun, Zhopa," Jon growled. "Now you're going to be nothing more than a vessel. Your only purpose 
is to provide a hot spot for me and the Tsar to meet head to head to make love to each other," he said, as 


he let go of Nikki's shaft and grabbed his own to force it into the already occupied hole. 


It didn't slide in easily and Jon bucked his hips violently to work himself in, gaining depth with each forceful 
thrust. 


Nikki loudly gasped as the new guest showed up to the overcrowded party. 


Jon would have punished him for that unpermitted gasp, except he could barely catch his own bearings as he 
felt his cock jammed solidly against Richie's inside the tight, crushing quarters. Being squeezed together from a 
double handjob was one thing, but that rendezvous in Nikki's snug pocket brought the feeling of that sensation 


to an entirely different level. 


Jon was thankful that he spontaneously decided to wrap that scarf over Nikki's eyes, otherwise the double 
bottomer would have seen his Dictator's eyes get lost somewhere back in his head. It was going to take an 
awful lot of willpower to not cum early, like a raging, horny teenager. Once he gained his other senses back, he 
saw that Richie was lost in his own head, as he pushed himself back into the pillows while his jaw hung open. It 


was ecstasy. 


There was a lot of friction on the underside of Jon's cock. He made a decision to pull out quickly to lube up 
again Even though Nikki's entrance was plastered with gel, Richie's dick went in dry. Jon added an extra helping 
to the nether side of his staff, and within ten seconds or so was back in, pushing inward with a little more 
ease this time. With a slicker surface between the two cramped cocks, Jon was able to finally create a rhythm 
to rock his hips while spread over Richie's pelvis and between Nikki spread open legs, which were once again 


pushed back by Jon's shoulders and body. 


That action elicited a moan from Richie, as he reached around Nikki to find Jon's ass to grab on to, while the 
singer leaned his body across the Motley Crue bassist. Whereas Nikki could rest his head on Richie's shoulder 


earlier, that was no longer possible since he was sitting further up on the guitarist's cock His head and upper 


body spanned well beyond Richie's frame. Nearly to the point where Nikki could now cradle Richie's head within 
his armpit. 


With the bassist tilting off to the side, Jon strained over his body to connect with his partner's lips. He was 
sure to make the kiss loud and sloppy so that Nikki would have no doubt what was happening. 


"Oh fuck, my, cub," Richie hummed lowly. "Oh god.. oh fuck." 
"You like that, Tsar? Our cocks are almost like Siamese twins thanks to our slutty Zhopa's whore hole." 
"Just keep fucking us, cub... Ohhh... Oh my god" 


"How do you like being used, Zhopa, just so the Tsar and! can cum together?" Jon asked, returning to 


obnoxiously slurp on Richie's lips and jaw before receiving a response. 
‘Im... l'm here at the Tsar's and Dictator's disposal," Nikki stammered, followed by more strained gasping. 


Jon reached up and pushed the tail of the scarf into Nikki's mouth. "So compliant in some ways, but rebellious 
in others. | told you to control yourself," he griped, as he placed his hand on Nikki's throat, continuing to roll 
his hips, which moved his fleshy piece tightly against Richie's less mobile piece. 


"Oh god, Tsar.. you're so fucking sexy right now," Jon said, drawing his attention back to his partner, while 
practically suffocating Nikki between the scarf in his mouth and the pressure on his neck. 


"Cub, make sure your Zhopa has access to his safe word," Richie whispered. "And oxygen" 


Nikki must have heard the prompt because before Jon could even respond, he slurred through the thin 


material of the scarf, "Fuck me, Dictator." 


"No one is fucking you. You're barely even here right now. You're just a prop for our pleasure," the singer 
sputtered out, evidently losing steam from forcing the tight action inside Nikki's ass and having to support 
Nikki's gravity-laden meaty thighs with his body. The weight of then bearing down on his sides and in some 


ways limiting Jon's freedom to move as much as he'd like. 


Richie's hands on his lover's ass was extremely helpful in pulling him closer in sync with the rhythm. "Cub, l'm 


gonna come soon." 


"This whore between us must be so overly-fucked all the time that he takes too damn long to meet his 
climax," Jon growled, retightening his hold on Nikki's neck, which he let go slack for a little while. 


Richie took his left hand off of his partner's and forced it under Jon's belly to jerk Nikki's neglected dick. It was 
obvious that the guitarist was on the edge, and needed to find a way to trigger their Zhopa's orgasm. 


Nikki let out a low moan, feeling that welcomed sensation of a warm grip on his lonely cock. 


Feel privileged, Zhopa. You've never had such a talented hand placed on your useless cock," Jon huffed out, 


tiring by the minute. It wasn't just Richie who needed Nikki to cum, he did too. 


He tossed around in his head which was the more dominating way to go about things. Just let themselves 
release side by side, leaving Nikki pitifully unfinished, which would suck for him. Or would that uncontrolled 
early release signal weakness, rather than dominance, allowing Nikki the gold medal for endurance? Jon thought 


it would be best to hold back, besides he was looking forward to bringing Nikki over the edge. 


He took a moment to once again recall that time from the German brothel. Although the lights were low, Jon 
looked over when he heard the undeniable sound of Nikki reaching his climax as he boned that busty maiden. 
The bassist stiffened up as his mouth fell open. His long-winded moan made Jon's own cock twitch with desire. 
And for just a second he imagined himself as the one perched on top of him, receiving a hearty dose of his 
hot cream deep inside his yearning ass. The thought was fleeting because it was only a few seconds later that 
he had his own release. His loose-cunted fare for the night wasn't yanking his chain in the way that he longed 
for. It was watching Nikki come undone that got him in the feels. 


He needed to see Nikki get there again. That was just too good to not see a repeat of.. this time in the 
daylight. 


Jon returned his attention back to Richie, who was drenched in sweat and trying to regulate his ragged 
breathing to keep himself in control. It was not often that Richie gave up the ghost before his sub, but he 
sure looked dang close, and that was making things worse for Jon. The man just looked so damn erotic, as 
beads of sweat channeled down his tanned chest, pooling at the junction where Nikki's tanned body met his. This 
was all just too much. That fucking Zhopa needed to start fountaining. 


"Come on, slut. How many dicks do you need inside of you to make you holler?" Jon bullied, knowing a holler 
from Nikki's stuffed up mouth wouldn't rattle the walls. He dug his hand into Richie's shoulder for bracing as 
he pushed and rolled his cock in as far as it could go, making that last inch disappear from sight. "How's that 
you fucking dirty whore. Huh?! You only have enough room left for a full serving of our double dose of our 


sweet, sticky serum." 


"Cub." Richie breathed, shutting his eyes, as he rubbed his thumb over Nikki's slit. It was a last ditch effort 
before his impending surrender, and thankfully that was the last bit of coercion that Nikki needed before his 
body began trembling uncontrollably and that silken flow released abruptly all over Richie's hand. 


Nikki's vocalizations were muted by the scarf, and as he went slack across Richie's torso, loose ripples 
continued to roll through his body as he rode his orgasm out. Jon took his hand off of his neck, then he 
grabbed at the ends of Richie's hair before they each gave each other that desperate look of complete 
abandon. They simultaneously blasted their cum into the depths of Nikki's ass, each already trained to stifle 


their pent up escalations. 


Jon could feel Richie's cock pulse against his, as their spurts of semen released. He was certain he could feel 


his partner's heated cream coat his tip.. or maybe it was his own. Or perhaps a mixture of the two, a delicacy 


that he hated to have to leave behind inside of Nikki. 


Jon looked at both sweaty men, Richie with his mouth hanging open and Nikki's stuffed up, as they panted their 
way back to earth. Jon wanted to connect again with his lover to prolong that euphoric feeling, but realized 
that he should relieve Nikki's discomfort and carefully extract himself from the party. Two was company.. 
three was a crowd. He also pulled the wadded up scarf tail from his mouth, which allowed Nikki to suck in a 


deep, airy breath. 


He drew himself out slowly, the last few inches sliding with ease. It was then that he leaned over Nikki and 


dove back into Richie's mouth, savoring the last few moments of the come-down with his partner. 


Richie scaled down the kisses with a few quick pecks. "Cub, check on your sub," Richie said, with raised brows. 


"And make sure he stays hydrated." 


"Yes, Tsar," Jon nodded, realizing that the threesome was a little more complicated than he expected. Lavishing 
Richie with attention after such an intimate experience with him was his first instinct, but the guitarist was 


one hundred percent right. Nikki was battered, and he needed attention too. 


Jon backed himself out from underneath Nikki's thighs and helped ease them down, knowing that his muscle 
may have been overexerted leaving him unable to control their heavy collapse onto Richie's legs. It was then 
he was able to see that his partner's softened cock also slipped from the bass player's hole. He was aware 
that he had to get Nikki off of Richie as soon as possible. And he knew from experience that once the sexual 
energy was spent and the come-down ebbed, that strained muscles, stinging nail impressions, abrasions, and 
compressed, numb body parts were suddenly realized. But first he had to meet Nikki face to face before 
helping him move. 


Jon leaned forward to untie the knot in the scarf, removing it from Nikki's eyes. He could see they were wet, 
as he blinked them a few times to adjust to the light, He took Nikki's jaw in his hand. "You did well, Zhopa. Just 


stunning. Tell me how you're feeling.” 


Nikki sucked in a shaky breath and exhaled before speaking. "Never better, Dictator. Just resting," he said, with 


a hard swallow, still needing to catch his breath. 


‘lm gonna help you sit up, so that the Tsar can make himself more comfortable. And while you're upright, you 
need to drink from one of those bottles of water," Jon smiled "The Tsar and | absconded with more than our 
fair share from last night's backstage spread, in preparation for what we knew we'd doing today. l'm now glad 
we took a few extra for good measure. The tap water here will make you sick," Jon said, as he got himself out 
from between Richie's legs, then stood up, still somewhat unsteady himself. 


Jon helped Nikki get to a sitting position from behind, standing near the head of the bed. Nikki was able to 


scoot himself off of Richie's groin area, planting his ass firmly on the mattress, still between the guitarists 


limbs. But not for long, as Richie gathered his legs up to himself to scrambled off the bed behind Nikki to free 
himself and stretch out. 


Jon sat his ass in the small space between the headboard and Nikki's back to help keep him upright long enough 
to drink. He reached for a bottle and twisted to toss one in Richie's direction, then open another one, presenting 


it to Nikki. 
"Drink up, Zhopa," Jon said, as he shifted to gently massage Nikki's shoulders while he rehydrated himself. 


Nikki drank it down rather quickly. "I'm finished, Dictator," he said, holding the empty bottle out. Jon took it 
from him, then opened his own half liter to gulp down before getting back onto his feet. 


"I have to take a look at you... you know, make sure you're not damaged. I'll need you on your back again, or if 


you prefer, and it might even be easier, you can position yourself doggie style." 
"Yes, Dictator. | feel sore with a mild discomfort from still being open below, but | think I'm okay." 
"The Tsar and | will be the judge of that," Jon replied, placing his half full water bottle on the table. 


"Be sure to finish that cub before moving on to the next activity," Richie urged, flicking his own empty bottle 


across the room, as he sat on the other single bed. 
Jon nodded towards him, "Yes, Tsar, | will. Can You help me check for injuries? 


Richie stood up and walked back towards them, as Nikki changed to a doggie style position. Jon noticed small 
traces of blood on the plain, white bedspread as well as a glob of semen, where his ass was just planted a 


moment earlier. The semen obviously seeped out while he was sitting upright. The blood was slightly worrisome. 


As Nikki stretched out into a downward dog pose, his rear was towards the bottom of the bed, and the stains 
were close to where his hands met each other. Both Jon and Richie examined his hole for any sign of injury. 
Tending to it right away, rather than waiting until the end, would expedite healing in the long run, and also could 
dictate which activities to proceed with. 


"See here, cub?" Richie said, pointing to a spot on Nikki's rim. "A small tear." You can tell the blood is from that 


tear based on where the stain is positioned on the bed cover in relation to the semen spot." 
"That's not a spot, Tsar. That's a wad" 


‘| stand corrected, Dictator. There was enough to make a sizable wad," Richie chuckled. "The tear isn't the 


worst I've seen. Swab it with the ointment before we do anything else, cub." 


"Yes, Tsar," Jon replied, reaching into his carryall for the soothing balm" 


Richie stared at Nikki's ass. How could he not, as it was presented out in the open. "You have one sweet, 
sturdy ass, Sixx." 


"Thank you, Tsar," Nikki responded. 


"Jonny, go ahead and swab his rim. You don't need me for that," Richie commanded, as he stepped to the side 
of the bed to squat down to Nikki's level. 


| can sense that you're a natural dom, but perhaps you'd consider becoming a switch," Richie proposed to 


Nikki, pushing hair off of the bassist's face so that he could see it. 
"I think that depends on some things, Tsar. It wouldn't work with my partner. We have our set ways." 


Richie smiled. "Jonny and | make a lot of trips to LA. | have a place there stocked with an array of useful tools 
and toys. I'm just saying. But | know another thing that the decision depends on" 


"What's that, Tsar?" 

‘If you're unyielding and robust enough to be a good sub," Richie replied, as he got back to his feet. 

"All done," Jon said, screwing the lid back on the healing balm. 

Richied dropped a kiss on Jon's lips. "Alright, ten minute break for a smoke, to take a piss, or to lie down and 


rest, then we'll soon find out just how durable you are, won't we, Zhopa?" Richie remarked, giving Nikki's bum 


an irresistible solid slap with his hand. 


Not Forgotten 


Hi Readers, 


I'm sorry, | know author's notes are not permitted here, but | feel the need to drop one in under the guise of 


a chapter, given unforeseen developments. 
First, I'd like to apologize for not updating quickly enough. Its not like me. | have part of the next chapter 


written, and they rest of it planned out. But | have been tied up with a push to catch up on my regular 
uploads on A03 and WP, so | put this side project on hold for a bit. 


However, as the world is well aware, about a month ago or so, war broke out between Russian and Ukraine. 
And given the setting of this story, and some of the components, such as Isar/Dictator, | feel that it's 
insensitive to continue and upload this story at this time. | know | have at least one reader from that region, 
and wish not to be insensitive to what that reader is experiencing. 

Or maybe I'm overthinking things. It's just a slash smut story that's set 30 years ago during a different era 
You tell me? Put on hold? Continue? Wishing in hindsight that | completed this before war broke out. 


Thank you, readers. Wishing everyone to stay safe. 


A- 


The Consequences 


Author's Notes: 
I've finally finished this. | had it ready a few weeks ago, but RockFic wasn't allowing me to upload at that time, 
so | took the whole thing over to A03, which some of you, including my Ficmas giftee have already seen 


However, since | started here, | want complete it here as well. 


I'm sorry for such a long delay. Some of it was the start of the war, last year, that made me shy away. But 
a lot of it was just my busyness with trying to keep up on my main story. 


| have fully finished this story, but it will come to you in 4 chapters. Three are already on A03, the final 
chapter with epilogue has not been uploaded yet. 


Nikki relaxed his body, then turned on his side to face the windowed wall. He felt someone behind him wiping up 


the mess of semen on the covers. He didn't bother to turn around to see who it was. 


Although the fifteen minute break was needed to reset himself, there was an awkward silence blanketing the 
room. While Jon and Richie were buzzing around the space with busyness.. someone in the bathroom, someone 
else rooting through belongings, Nikki just wanted to lie still and keep to himself. 


He couldn't quite get a grasp on what just happened. It was, quite frankly, something that words couldn't sum 
up. There was this unfounded fear that kept dodging into his brain, that he was the butt of a big joke. That 
Jon and Richie were using him and mocking him with the intent to cut him off at the knees. But deep inside, he 
knew that wasn't true. No one was snickering or whispering secrets. They weren't poking him, winking at each 
other, and sneering. Hustlers wouldn't nurse his injuries or rub his shoulders. He knew exactly what this was 


about becouse he was an active participant in the hobby... just with a different partner and in a different role. 


He wasn't yet certain what he felt about being the sub for the first time. Something was eating at him, not in 
a bad way. But there was just an unexplainable scourge from deep within that was scratching at his surface, 


itching to be freed and released. 


Yes, being sober and around a lot of non-sober people was difficult. Not only in the sense of temptation, but 
also the vulnerability of having to just be himself.. whoever that was. Nikki felt like an supremely fucked up 
individual who didn't know how to feel human and be like normal people who socialize with ease, who know how 
to have fun, an how to chill without overthinking every move and word. But there was more than that and he 
needed to push it up to the surface, and he thought that maybe somehow this detoured adventure might just 
be the ticket. 


That threesome that he just had, or whatever the fuck that was, was nothing short of pure bliss. A Shangri- 
la, so to speak. It hurt like a motherfucker. He could feel his rim stressed to its limit. But having those two 
sexy cocks fighting to be inside him, cozying up like they were paying rent, and eventually popping their 
champagne corks to celebrate his own orgasm was beyond anything he could fathom. While he thought that he 
had done it all, things transcended to a new level of sexual experimentation. Mind blowing was perhaps the only 


fitting word. 


Nikki could hear mumblings coming from the bathroom, as well as a sound of something hitting something else 
repeatedly, like a slap. He could only speculate what was going on in there, one was slapping the shit out of the 
other, or more likely, Jon was learning technique. It sent a shiver down his spine. And with each passing minute, 
he grew more anxious about what Jon had next in store for him. A small part of it was fear, but it was 
mostly unbridled desire. 


As much as Bon Jovi was irritating thorns in his side, the songwriting duo were undeniably attractive. Due to 
the risk of unwanted exposure, he had never really considered branching out beyond Tommy to explore male 
companionship and sexual intimacy. But he did take notice of the men who he was often surrounded by in the 
business. Nikki had Jon and Richie on a short list of people he'd consider fucking, if it weren't for big male egos 
and the danger public exploitation getting in the way of pleasure, not to mention that the majority of men 
probably weren't into the sport of gay sex. 


"How's my Zhopa feeling? Relaxed, | hope?" Jon queried, as he took his index finger and traced it along the dip 


between Nikki's rib cage and pelvic bone, then down his thigh until his arm reached its maximum reaching span 


Nikki was jolted from his thoughts, as his spine tingled with enthused nerves. "Ready, Dictator," he responded, 
followed by a deep exhale. 


"Are you feeling any pain that you think needs to be addressed before proceeding?" Richie asked, as he stood 
over Nikki, carding his fingers through the bassist's full, deep dark hair. 


"No, Tsar. I'm not feeling any pain beyond the sting of the stretch." 


"That's good," Jon chuckled. "We're gonna be exploring other extremes this time," he said, as he gave Nikki's ass 
a slap. "Sit up." 


The sub got himself up, positioning one leg bent in front of him, and the other hanging off the bed, as he was 
met with a bottle of water that Richie held out to him to take. 


"Drink some before we start again," the guitarist insisted. 
Nikki down a few large gulps then handed the bottle back to Richie. 


"Okay, now that that's done.. Tsar, you can get into the position that you were earlier, up at the head of the 


bed.. um, open legs," Jon requested, his flushed cheeks revealing nervousness that was still present as he tried 


out his new role. "Zhopa, kneel between the Tsar's open legs." 


Nikki got into position, keeping his gaze somewhere between the mattress and Richie's erect cock. He then felt 
Jon slide in behind him, as the flimsy single bed dipped down from his added weight. He heard a clink of 
something metal, and the next thing he knew, he was being pulled backward toward the singer by something 
looped around the front of his neck His hands instinctively flew up to tug back on the restraint to protect his 


ai rway. 


"Put your hands down, Zhopa," Jon said, as gently pulled Nikki back with the belt that was around his neck, just 
until the back of his head came to rest on his shoulder, at which point he loosened his hold on the belt.. just 
enough to keep the bass player put, but to not cut off the his oxygen 


Nikki shut his eyes in wait, just after taking notice of a sharp glare from Richie towards Jon. It was most likely 
a non-verbal warning regarding the amount of pressure put against his neck, which by that point, was far 


from lethal. 


"You, my Zhopa, are going to acquaint your mouth with the Tsar's prized cock. And it's not just any cock, it's 
fastidious in the way that one must lavished upon it. You don't have to worry about me injuring your throat, 
as it needs to be in prime condition for swallowing that beauty whole. Now, if you come up short, your ass is 
gonna become acquainted with this finely-crafted belt that's keeping you tethered to me at the moment. Go 


ahead.. feel it with your hands now." 

Nikki lifted his hands to touch the thin leather strip that was held around his neck 
"What do you feel?" Jon asked. 

“Smooth, pliable.." Nikki could sense Jon's smile grazing against his ear. 


"Given the lack of our usual playtime props being on hand, | thought that this was a nice substitute for a crop 
or flog.. just enough to keep you on task" 


"Yes, Dictator." 


"| do hope that you've practiced deep-throating with your lengthy partner. I'm gonna call out intervals every 
minute, or so, or maybe less if | feel like it. From that point you'll have ten seconds to take the Tsar in.. all 

the way. If you can't, your ass is gonna pay the price for each inch you come up short. But don't worry, the 
Tsar is delicious, so | have no doubt that you're going to strive to meet the demand. The better you are, the 


faster he'll cum, which will be your reward to savor." 


Nikki swallowed hard, as he thought about the few times that he attempted to take Tommy's erect cock all 
the way in. He was never met with success.. not even really close. So the fact that Richie was perhaps just an 
inch so shorter than Tommy, wasn't going to make a difference in his success rate. But that was actually 


okay, earning the punishment was going to be just as rewarding as getting that sweet taste of Richie. 


"Tsar, are these terms acceptable to you?" Jon asked his partner. 

Richie gave an affirmative nod, yet with a brow arch. "Remember, if our Zhopa doesn't meet the challenge and 
his punishment has to be meted out, stay below the spine. Don't swish him with reckless abandon.. take your 
time, and be precise.. and no aggression behind your flick. You need to know when enough is enough, and just 
allow him to finish the task as best he can" 

"Yes, Tsar... I'm confident that | can manage him properly," the singer said with a bit of a hard swallow. 

A few minutes earlier, Jon had pulled Richie aside to explain what he wanted to do next. Richie seemed unsure 
about whether Jon was trained enough to properly execute the punishment safely, bearing in mind that they 
didn't even have their usual array of devices designed for BDSM activity with them in Moscow, which made 
the idea even more risky. Being on the receiving end of a device, didn't necessarily mean that the sub could 


properly dispense just the same as the dom. 


Richie wound up giving his partner a brief hands-on demonstration, then insisted that Jon practice a few 


strikes on him. The guitarist leaned over the sink and stuck his ass out. 
"You can go harder." 

"Is it leaving a mark? Harder, baby." 

"Just right, but you're too close to my tailbone. Lower." 
"Choke up on it just a little for better control." 

“That's it," Richie winced. "Again." 

"Again 

"Ah, okay.. again, but not right over the same welt" 
"That's it. Again." 

"You got it” 

"Just like that.” 


"Ahh fuck, baby... just one more before I'm forced to pin you against the wall for making me so hard." 


Jon and Richie had been intimate partners within the first six months of Richie joining the band. A drunken 
orgie with a few groupies, led to the accidental discovery that having their hands and lips on each other's 
bodies was a very good thing. Later that night, after the girls were kicked out of the room, the pair 

discovered that involving their hard cocks and asses in the mix of their lips and hands was the very best 


thing. 


Over the years, despite girlfriends and a wife coming into their individual lives, they managed to maintain a 
healthy sex life with each other, and began to introduce elements of BDSM, which surprisingly was at Jon's 
request. It was a way to deal with the frustrating confines of living a public married life, while hiding and 


suppressing his most coveted desire, Richie. The idea came from watching porn together. 

"What do you think about that, dude?" Jon asked. 

"| wouldn't mind beating your fucking ass sometimes," Richie chuckled. 

"I think you missed the subtleties of the purpose of it. It's a fine art, not a free-for-all smack-down" 
"What? You're actually into shit like that?" 

"I think it could be something quite rewarding actually?" Jon smiled, as he bit onto his bottom lip. 


That was the look that Richie etched into his brain, which sent him straight to bookstores and the library, in 
disguise, to buy or check out books on the subject matter, which were few and far between. As well as 
Freudian-style psychological journals about the inner-workings of the human sexual psyche. A few more BDSM 
pornos helped round out a good understanding of the practice for Richie and Jon to ease into the kink. Over 
time, and with some trial and error, the older one learned proper and safe techniques, which were adapted to 


Jon's preferences, as well as the importance of thorough aftercare. 


It was time for Richie to pass along some of his knowledge to Jon.. just enough to perhaps help Nikki feel the 
release that he seemed to be seeking. 


"Put our Zhopa into position," Richie said to Jon. 


Jon nodded, then released his loose hold around Nikki's neck. "Downward facing. Head bowed, ass raised, but... not 
before | do this," the dark blonde said, as he pulled Nikki's arms behind his back and tied them together at his 


wrists, using the bassist's scarf. "Go on now, boy.. take my Sir in your mouth. 


Jon's eager smile crashed when he saw his partner's passionate expression as Nikki's warm mouth covered the 
singer's favorite piece of tongue candy. "You have forty-five seconds, asshole, to take it all in, otherwise-" he 


said, with acrimony in his tone. 


The guitarist was snapped out of his dream-like state and met Jon with a harsh glare and a hand held out in 
question, as he bucked his hips in rhythm with Nikki's movements. 


Jon gave a coy shrug, as Richie waggled his finger at him. He then watched his lover put his hands in Nikki's 


deep, rich locks of hair... a sensual move that was most likely a snub towards Jon 


The blonde flexed his jaw at that sight. "You have ten seconds to swallow the Tsar whole.. bonus points if you 


bite him," Jon said, with a sneering smile as he looked Richie in the eye. 
The guitarist pulled his right hand from Nikki's hair and flipped Jon the bird. 


"Tsar, make yourself useful, and use your right hand to fist a wad of his hair to hold him steady while | check 


his progress." 
At that point Nikki started sputtering as he choked on Richie's hard cock. 


Jon bent forward and craned his neck to check Nikki's progress. "Zhopa.. lm appalled. You got three, no maybe 
four inches to go. That's gonna cost ya" 


Richie pulled Nikki off of his dick, gripping that same wad of hair from Jon's request. "You can lay your head 
right here, as you receive your punishment," he instructed, as he patted a spot on the mattress between his 


thighs while Nikki continued to cough and sputter. 


Jon noticed Richie putting his own hand on his dick during the lull, using Nikki's saliva to stroke himself. It was 
most likely to keep himself hard while the bassist received his discipline. Jon was hopeful that the swatting 
would also help keep him aroused. 


The singer stood up with the doubled-up belt in hand and showed the Tsar for approval, hoping he had the 
right amount of length exposed. He saw his partner's approving nod, then took a deep breath and gave Nikki's 


ass a smack. 


He could tell right away that his nerves gave way. It resulted in dispensing what was a weak smack, which Nikki 
hardly flinched at. He looked up to see Richie mouth the word harder with a downward wave of his hand to 
indicate not to go crazy with it. Jon took a deep breath before taking the second swing. He could tell right away 
by the sound of the smack and the slight jolt that it gave Nikki, that it was a good one. 


Jon unleashed the last two seemingly appropriate smacks with the belt, then looked at his handiwork across 
the bassist's ass. Nice pinkish lines began blooming across the exposed cheeks. He was satisfied with his work. 
"Next time, Zhopa, maybe you'll not be such a pussy and try a little harder to please the Tsar.. go on,’ he 
urged, with a not so friendly shove from behind. 


The singer watched Nikki scooch ahead a few inches, back towards his partner's cock, which thankfully was still 
erect. Jon hadn't clearly thought out all of the possible things that could derail his little game. One thing being 
the neglect of Richie's cock during the castigation period, and the other was the attention the same was 
receiving from their subject. What was he thinking, forcing Nikki to suck off his lover? 


To avoid watching, Jon marveled at the deepening blush across Nikki's ass, only to again be reminded of the 
deed, by a slight moan that escaped Richie's lips, as their subject proved his advanced skill of giving good head. 
But it was Nikki's weakness of deep-throating that gave Jon satisfaction. "Ten second countdown Zhopa. Time to 
prove that you're worthy of the Tsar's best piece.” 


When time was up, the singer was surprised that not only did Nikki not make any attempt to improve 
swallowing skills, he regressed by about half an inch. "You disappoint me, Zhopa. | would be surprised if the 
Tsar didn't kick you off this task | don't even want to think about what's going to happen to you if you can't 
make him cum." 


Without being instructed, Nikki put himself into position to be whipped. 


It appears to me that someone might enjoy having his ass punished,” Jon said, as he raised his arm to strap 
the bass player with the belt. "Onel" he said, as the leather strip connected with skin. "Two.." he continued 


While Jon dispensed the last few strikes, Richie was working hard on keeping his erection intact. "Dictator, you 
may need to move things along a little faster." 


"Maybe our subject just needs to try harder, then he wouldn't have to be neglecting your cock for so long," 
the singer snapped, as he grabbed a wad of Nikki's hair. "The Tsar is displeased with your performance. | want 
to see more effort, Zhopa." 

Nikki lifted his head up off the mattress to try to save Richie's drying hard-on, but without the use of his 
hands, the task was going to be challenged. On an up note, a softer cock meant that he could get more of it in 
his mouth, but... 


Richie stopped the action before Nikki even had a chance to try to fulfill Jon's commands. "Dictator, | think you 
should take a moment to rethink your strategy.” 


Jon's face went slack. He was failing at his first attempt to dominate, and it felt kind of humiliating. 
"Dictator, Tsar, please.. permission to speak," Nikki requested. 

"Zhopa?" Jon questioned. 

"The failure is all on me. | wasn't good enough to please the Tsar. | think | should be punished for it" 
Jon looked to Richie for guidance, offering a shrug as a clue that he wasn't sure how to proceed. 


"The Tsar thinks that maybe both Zhopa and the Dictator have disappointed me." 


"No, Tsar, just me. The dictator tried to correct me, but | haven't been a pleasing sub. | didn't try as hard as | 
should have." 


It's not completely true, Sir, | mean, Tsar. | let my ego and imagination get in the way of good sense," the 


blonde admitted, as he dropped to his knees at the side of the bed, letting the belt go. 


Richie stroked his chin in contemplation "What am | going to do with the pair of you? A Zhopa who offered the 
most pathetic blowjob that I've ever had. And a Dictator-in-training who came up with a plan that caused his 
Sir to receive the most pathetic blowjob." 


"Tsar, l'm sorry," Jon muttered. 


"Shh... here's what's gonna happen. Zhopa, on the floor on all fours, head facing the wall that the bed is 


against" 
Nikki slid off the bed and got down on his hands and knees next to where Jon was already kneeling. 


"Dictator, take the blanket off the bed, and drape it over our Zhopa. Cover him completely because he's not 
going to be anything other than my throne for the next several minutes. And you, my cub, are going to finish 
off what our sub failed to finish." 


"Yes, Sir," Jon replied, as he got back on his feet to pull the bed cover off. He walked over to Nikki, who 
already looked to be uncomfortable on his knees on the tile floor, and began to cover him with the blanket, like 


the way old furniture is draped in dusty, abandoned homes. 


Richie then stood up from the bed, and gave Nikki a double pinch on his rump, before straddling him, sitting 
backwards across the bassist's hips. "| expect my seat to remain steady and silent while the Dictator kneels 


before me to give what's due." 


"Yes Sir," Jon responded, as he got back down on his knees, between Richie's open legs, in front of Nikki's 
blanketed ass. Without any further word, he took his partner's reformed hard cock in his hand, then covered 
the fleshy head with his heated mouth. 


"No hands, cub. You insisted that our Zhopa, who somehow conveniently disappeared for the moment, not use 
his hands... nor shall you," the Tsar directed, as he wobbly slightly on his uneven throre. "Plus when we're all 
finished up later, and if the Zhopa has complied with our demands, you'll finish him off too." 


Jon responded with a hum, as he chose not to take his mouth off of Richie's cock, and instead just dropped his 
hands to his sides. 


Nikki's knees were burning with pain, as Richie's body weight pressed down on his lower back. While he couldn't 
see what was playing out, just inches above his own ass, he could hear the Tsar's moans and utterances, as 


well as the dictator's moans and gasps for air. 


The bassist was aware that his current status of being relegated as a piece of covered furniture, was part of 
his punishment. It was causing him to second guess his lackluster performance on the bed. He knew that he 
could have done better with the attempted deep-throat blow job, but Jon's form of punishment was 
exhilarating. Painful, yes.. but thrilling enough to cause him to pull back on his effort to swallow Richie whole 
so that he could receive more whips. Unfortunately, he was now regretting that decision, not only was it lonely 
under that cloak of darkness, he was unable to watch the lustful action.. and was highly skeptical that smallish 
Jon was really any better than he was at deep-throating. 


As the bony knobs on Nikki's knees wobbled as they pressed into the cold tile floor, while Richie lightly was 
bucking against his back-end, he considered dropping his back. Not only to take some of the pressure off of his 
knees, but he was yearning for further punishment... just something a little different than being a human chair. 
However, he was aware that dropping his back could simply earn him an extended time on his knees, and a 
sudden dip could actually injure Richie in an unpleasant way. He was sure that the guitarist knew there was a 
risk of the throne buckling without warning, so he most likely had his reflexes on stand-by to react quickly to 
abate injury, but it still seemed too dishonest to sabotage his own punishment. 


Nikki stoically waited in his pained position for the blow job to finish, soon hearing verbal cues that were 


consistent with a grand finale. 
"Oh yeah... holy shit.. uuhhnnggg... fuck... ahhhh...” 


He breathed a sigh of relief when he further heard Richie praise Jon for a job well done. It was then that he 
decided to drop his back by bending his knees in further. 


"What the!" the guitarist yelped, as he slid off of Nikki's ass and landed on the tile floor with a thud. 
"Sir! Oh my god! Zhopal” Jon yelled out in return, scrambling to help his Sir get off of his ass. 


"Watch the words that you screech at that volume. The walls have ears," Richie gritted through his teeth at 
Jon, pushing him backwards to the ground with his palm to the singer's forehead. He quickly got to his feet 
and whipped the blanket off of Nikki. 


As the cover was removed, Nikki quickly lost his slick smile, feeling rather pleased with his action and the 


turmoil that it created, but not daring to show it on his face. 


"Zhopa," Richie growled lowly, as he grabbed a handful of the sub's hair to lift his head up. "I'm not sure if 
you're just a weakass pussy bitch or if you think you're being cute by dropping your Tsar to the floor, but 
for this you shall pay dearly." 


‘I'm sorry, Tsar. My body just buckled." 


‘Likely story," the Tsar uttered, as he let go of Nikki's hair with a shove. "Cub, you're not off the hook yet. 


For losing control of your voice, you're gonna lay down on the bed, top to button, on your belly." 
"Yes, Sir," Jon obediently replied, as he got off the floor, and did as instructed. 


"And you, Zhopa, lay prone on top of the dictator," Richie commanded, as he stooped to the floor to pick up 
the same belt that Jon was using earlier. 


Nervous energy swirled through Nikki's gut, as he got up from the ground to position him to lay on top of Jon, 
slightly concerned that his body weight was going to be too much for the smaller man to endure. But if 
anything, that was going to be Jon's problem to contend with. The bassist was more focused on the belt in the 
Tsar's hand. He knew that he was being set up in the prime position for that punishment that he had been 


yearning for. 

"Zhopa, straddle the dictator, just like you're gonna fuck him, but there will be no penetration.. you haven't 
earned that privilege.. yet. Lay your body down on the dictator, skin to skin. And you may want to wrap your 
ankles around his calves because you're going for a ride to another realm. That's for allowing me to drop the 
floor." 


"Yes, Tsar." 


Richie took a moment to bend down to talk to his subjects. "Cub, do you feel okay with our Zhopa lying on top 


of you? The placement puts his ass in the perfect position" 

‘lm okay, Sir. | kind of like the weight of his body on mine," Jon replied, who lay facing Richie. 

"Anything goes, so you tell If it gets to be too much. Do you remember your word?" 

"It's war." 

"Good boy.. | love you," Richie whispered with a smile, dropping a kiss on Jon's exposed temple. 

He then walked around to the side of the bed since Nikki turned to face the other direction, sort of resting his 
head in the hollow of Jon's neck. Richie brushed his fingers through the prone bass player's hair. "Zhopa, this 
is for you, but | want to make sure that you're aware that this isn't being done to malign you or damage you. 
Its certainly not out of anger, more for your impropriety. And | need to remind you that you're here on your 
own free will. Participation is your choice, and furthermore, you are the one with the control through the use 


of your safe word, if needed. Tell me what it is.” 


‘Its pussy, Tsar," Nikki gulped, as he lay in anticipation 


"Is that what you are? Do | see fear in your eyes?" 
"No, Tsar... l'm willing to accept my punishment" 


| know you are, and | know what you want. Trust me, a good dom has the ability to see all of the shades of 
gray amid the black and white actions and responses of their subs. Isn't that right, Zhopa?" 


"Yes, Tsar," Nikki's voice trembled, as he licked his lips. 


"Dry mouth, dry lips? I'll help you out there," Richie responded, as he licked his new subject across his lips, in 


one exaggerated motion. 


The guitarist stood up and walked back to the other side of the bed which had more room to maneuver. "I'm 
going to remind both of you to internalize any yelps. Also groans and other utterances kept at low volume. 
There will be no three strikes, you will immediately be gagged after the first offense. Do you hear that, cub? 
Our Zhopa has been compliant in that discipline, whereas you seem to forget where we are. Muffy's stimulator 
has a big mouth," Richie reminded Jon, with a nod of his head towards the shared wall. 


"Yes, Tsar," the dark blonde sheepishly replied. 
"Vey good, brats,’ Richie sneered, as he ran his fingers along Nikki's exposed ass. 


The bassist took a deep breath, as his dom tantalized him with the gentle brush of his calloused fingertips 


across his sensitive skin. 

"Do you feel any pain from these welts that the dictator gave you?" 
"No, Tsar, not anymore." 

"Good, good," Richie responded, as he paced around the bed. 


Each second of hang-time felt like ten, as Nikki heard the soft shuffle of his dom's feet against the tile floor. 
And there was a rustle from Jon below him, as the singer reached for Nikki's hand to curl a few of his 
fingers around it. There was a loud thump from somewhere outside of the room, and everyone was so quiet, 
that the rattle of the elevator could be heard from down the hallway. The bassist's cock grew impossible hard 
as it lay, pressed up against the forbidden cleft of Jon's ass. The anticipation felt thick and gooey, and despite 
the slight chilly vibe from the scantly furnished, white-washed, tiled hotel room, beads of sweat began to 


cover Nikki's forehead. 


It wasn't but a moment later when he heard the belt buckle clink, then SNAP! The leather strip landed across 
the Motley bassist's firm ass cheeks. His muscles tensed up and his belly knotted his core into an instinctive 


protective hold, as he braced himself for the next strike. And again.. SNAP! 


Nikki closed his eyes, as the stinging pain radiated from his bottom to the nerve endings in his entire pelvic 
region, while Jon's grip on his hand tightened. 


A third strike. "Hmmphnng," the sub moaned through his clenched jaw. 
"Zhopa, have you had enough?" the dom asked. 
"No, Tsar... more... please." 


Richie laid down another blow across Nikki's back end. "How many strikes does this Zhopa deserve for 


disrespecting his Tsar by being a weak bitch who can't even kneel for five minutes?" 

"As many as you see fit, Tsar." 

"What do you think, loud mouth?" the dom asked Jon, as he grabbed hold of a wad of dark blonde hair. 
"At least as many as | gave him for his pathetic deep-throat performance." 


"At least that many? Maybe more? It's not everyday the Tsar gets dropped to his ass due to his Zhopa's 


incompetence." 
Sir, as you see fair," Jon uttered. 


The guitarist suddenly gave Nikki another strike, which elicited another gasp from the targeted sub and a 
flinch from the crushed blonde. 


"How does the Zhopa's cock feel being pressed into your ass, cub? Is he hard?" 

"Very full, Sir.’ 

Richie wielded another blow, this time to the back of Nikki's thigh. He then reached for something nearby. 
"Shine it up, you rock god whore, and make yourself useful to your dictator.. make him peak," he said, as he 


held out the lube to his subject. "Leave the lube accessible." 


Nikki took the tube from his dom, and lifted himself up just enough to spread the gel all over his hard dick 


"Tsar, now?" 
"Yes, now, dumb-as-bricks." 
"| don't wanna hurt-" 


Richie slapped Nikki with the belt on the back of his other thigh. "Ya think my cub, hasn't fucked yet today? Ya 


think we're playing checkers in here? Put it in.. your unimpressive, let-down of a dick ain't even gonna make 


him flinch an inch, teenie weenie." 


Nikki swallowed back his pride, as he took his cock in his hand to push into Jon's unprepped hole, that was 
allegedly already opened earlier. He knew that he didn't have the biggest cock on the block, but it wasn't 
magnifying glass worthy. In fact it was a nice, decent length, for someone the size of Jon, but it just always 


seemed to come up a little short against his larger frame. 


"C'mon, what are you a novice? Get it in there. Start making my boy feel good.. he doesn't wanna just be your 


support anymore." 


The bass play pushed in, feeling some resistance despite Richie's claim that Jon was ready to go. A small 
pained whimper from the singer's mouth confirmed Nikki's suspicions. Once inside, he put his hand back up 


where it was before to lock fingers with Jon again. 


"I can tell that you like dick up your ass because you're about the lamest top that I've ever seen. Move your 


fucking body, Zhopa," Richie growled, as he left Nikki with another smack to his reddening bottom. 


Nikki began to roll his hips as best he could from his spread stance, unsure whether he was in the right 
position to go deep. He could see Richie pacing nearby on all sides of the bed watching him as he ass boned the 


blonde underneath him. 


"Aw... look at these two fuck buddies linking their fingers together for security. Are you that anxious? Do you 


two baby boys need reassurance from each other?" 
"Sir, I'm the one who took his hand," Jon admitted. 


"Does it hurt you too, when | whip him," Richie asked, as he reeled back the belt to land another strike on the 


top's ass. 


"Perhaps its reassurance to let our Zhopa know that he's such a lame fuck," Richie said, effectively cutting 
off Jon's rambling. "Maybe he needs a little help from a real man, who knows how to use what he's been 


blessed with." 


Out of the corner of his eye, Nikki saw Richie grab the lube. He knew what was coming.. and if he was honest, 
he couldn't be more excited. What gay, bi-sexual, or curious man didn't dream of being the meat between the 
two sexy slices of bread of a fuck sandwich? And before Nikki could register the sudden dip of the mattress 
from the bottom of the bed, his dom's lubed up cock penetrated his sore ass from behind. He gasped again, as 
the guitarist rocked him with direct forward strength, most likely with the intention of rocking Jon at the 


same time. 


"How's your weak ass feeling now, Zhopa?" Richie asked in a challenging tone, as the sound of skin slapping 
against skin filled the room. 


"More, Tsar.. please. | want more." 
"More? More than this?" 
"Please..." Nikki choked out between thrusts. 


"Then more you shall get," the dom announced, as he pulled out, got back on his feet, and picked up the belt 


again He gave the bassist's back end two quick strikes in succession. "ls that enough for you, whore?" 
‘More, Tsar.. could you use my belt, please.” 


Richie looked down at the floor, right behind where he stood, where Nikki's clothes were kicked out of the way 
into a pile. He bent over to pick up the belt by the end tip that was sticking out from underneath his pants. 


Jon craned his neck to see what his partner held up, and his eyes went wide. Nikki's belt was thick, heavy, and 


heavily studded with metal rivets. 
"Oh hell no!" Richie exclaimed, perhaps forgetting his own rule about using low voices. 
"Please, Tsar?" 


‘Not a chance," the dom stated, as he tossed the beastly belt back onto the mound of discarded clothing. 
"You're not gonna need it, Zhopa. You put your focus on pleasing my cub, and l'm gonna take you on a trip.. 
without that weapon of mass destruction" 


Nikki didn't know exactly what he wanted or needed. All he knew at that moment was that Tommy, who was 
the type of vulnerable person to wear his heart on his sleeve, dropped into subspace with barely a snap of 
the finger. But Nikki was stubborn, as well as a control freak, and was having a hard time allowing his spirit to 
surrender completely to his dom's strategies without suggesting his own. 


It was then he began to feel more stinging blows to his ass and the back of his thighs. Nikki took a deep 
breath and thought upon the Tsar's words about focusing on Jon, which required very little brain power. Just 
keep moving, he said to himself, and hopefully he could allow his mind to go where it wanted to go without his 
cognitive thoughts intervening. He really had no idea where his head was at that point, on the verge of the 
drop or far from it.. but he'd just keep fucking the singer for as long as he could. Nikki set himself to a 
natural rhythm, as he rolled his hips at a steady pace, then tightened his hold on Jon's fingers as he let Richie 
do the work. 


SNAP... Snap... snap... 


